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THE CONQUEST OF FRANCE. 


* I. 


SCENE I, An Anti-chamber in the Engliſh Court, 


Eater the Archbiſhop of Canterbury, and Biſhop of Ely. 


Canterbury, 


Y Lord, I'll tell you—That ſelf bill is urg'd, 
Which, in the eleventh year o' ti! laſt king” $ 
TT; 

Was like, and had indeed againſt us paſt, 

But that the ſcambling and unquiet time 

Did puſh it our of farther queſtion, 

Ely. But how, my lord, ſhall we refit it now? 
Cant, It muſt be thought on: if it paſs againſt us, 
We loſe the better part of our poſſeſſion; 
For all the temporal lands, which men devout 
by teſtament have given tothe church, 

Would they ſtrip od us. 

Eh. But what prevention? 

Gant, The king is full of grace and fair regard. 

K And a — lover of the holy — 


But 
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But, my good lord, 

How now, for mitigation of this bill, 
Urg'd by the commons; ; doth his majeſty 
Incline to it, or no ? 

Cant. He's rather ſwaying more upon our part, 

Than cheriſhing th' exhibiters againſt us. 
For I have made an offer to his majeſty, 
Upon our ſpiritual convocation, 

And in regard of cauſes now in hand, 
Which I have open'd to his grace at large, 
As touching F rance, to give a greater ſum, 
Than ever at one time the clergy yet, 

Did to his predeceffors part withal. 

Ely. How did this offer ſeem receiv'd, my lord? 

Cant. With good acceptance of his majeſty ; ; 
Save that there was not time enough to hear, 

(As I perceiv'd his grace would fain have done) 
The ſeveral and unhidden paſſages, 

Of his true titles to ſome certain dukedoms, 
And generally to the crown of France, 

Deriv'd from Edward, his great grandfather. 

Ely. What was th impediment that broke this off 
Cant. The French ambaſſador, upon that inſtant, 
Crav'd audience; and the hour I think is come 
To give him hearing. Is it four o'clock ? 

Ely. It 18. 

| Cant, Then go we in to know his embaſly. 


Ely. I'll wait upon you, and ] long to hear it. 
[ Exeuat, 


SCENE II. The Audience Chamber. 


King Henry diſcovered on his throne. Glouceſter, Bedford, 
Weſtmorland, Exeter, &c. attending — Flouriſ>.} 


K. Henry. Where i is my gracious lord of Canterbut) : : 
Exe. Not here, in prefence. 
* Heury: 
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k. Henry. Send for him, good brother. | 
[ Exit a Herald. 
IWeft. Shall we call in the ambaſſador, my liege? 


K. Henry. Not yet, my couſin ; we would be re- 
ſolv'd 


Before we hear him, of ſome things of weight, 
That taſk our thoughts, concerning us and France? 


Euer Herald, the Archbiſhop of Canterbury, and Biſhop 
of Ely. 


Cant, Heav'n and its angels guard your facred 
throne, | 


And make you long become it. 

K. Henry. We thank you. 
My learned lord, we pray you to proceed, 
And juſtly, and religiouſly unfold, 
Why, the law Salic, that they have in France, 
Or ſhould, or ſhould not, bar us in our claim. 
And, Heav'n forbid, my dear and faithful lord, 
That you ſhould faſhion, wreſt, or bow your reading; 
Urnicely charge your underſtanding ſoul, 
With opening titles, miſcreate, whoſe right 
buts not in native colours with the truth. 
ror Heav'n doth know, how many now in health 

all drop their blood, in approbation 
what your reverence ſhall incite us to. 

ierefore take heed how you impawn our perſon, 
ov you awake our ſleeping {word of war; 
Je char ge you, in the name of Heav'n, take heed, 
ader which conjuration, ſpeak, my lord. 
(ant, Then hear me, gracious ſovereign, 
e's no bar 
make againſt your highneſs' claim to France, 
this, which they produce from Pharamond; 
woman ſhall ſucceed in Salic land: 
ch Salic land the French unjuſtly gloze 
liebe realm of France; and Pharamond, 
"under of this law, and female bar. 
B 2 
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Yet their own authors faithfully affirm, 

That the land Salic, lies in Germany, 
Between the floods of Sala and of Elve ; 

Nor did the French poſſeſs the Salic land, 

Until four hundred one and twenty years, 

After defunction of king Pharamond, 

(Idly fuppos'd the founder of this law. ) 

Beſides, their writers ſay, 

King Pepin, who depoſed Childerick, 

Did hold in right and title of the female. 

So do the kings of France, unto this day. 

Howbeit, they would hold up this Salic law, 

To bar your highneſs claiming from the female. 

K. Henry. May I, with right and confcience, make 
this claim? 
Cant. The fin upon my head, dread ſoyercign : 
For in the book of Numbers, it 1s writ, 
When the ſon dies, let the inheritance 
Deſcend unto the daughter. 

Exe. Gracious lord, 

Stand for your on, unwind your bloody flag, 
Look back into your mighty anceſtors. 

Go, my dread lord, to your great grandſire's tomb, 
From whom you claim ; ; invoke his warlike ſpirit, 
And your great uncle, Edward, the Black Prince, 
Who, on the French ground play'd a tragedy, | 
Making defeat on the fal power of France: 
Whilſt his moſt mighty father, on a hill, 

Stood ſmiling, to behold his lion's whelp 
Forage in blood of French nobility. 

Glo. O, noble Engliſh, that could entertain 
With half their forces, the full power of France, 
And let another halt ſtand laughing by, 

All out of work, and cold for action! 

Weſt. Awake remembrance of theſe valiant dead, 
And with your puiflant arm renew their feats ! 
You are their heir; you fit upon their throne; | 
T he blood and courage that renowned them, b 
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Run in your veins ; and my thrice puiſſant Liege 
in the very May-morn of his youth, 
Ripe for exploits and mighty enterpriſes. f 
Glo. Your brother Kings, and monarchs of the earth, 0 
Do all expect that you ſhould rouſe yourſelt, nl 
As did the former lions of your blood. | 1. 
Exe. They know your Grace hath cauſe; and means 1 
and might ö | 
Sohath your highneſs; never King of England 10 
Had nobles richer, and more loyal ſubjects, 1 
Whoſe hearts have left their bodies here in England, 1 
And lie pavilion'd in the field of France. 1 
O, let their bodies follow my dear Liege, 1 
| With blood and ſword and fire to win your right, 2 
Cant. In aid whereof, we of. the ſpirituality, 
Will raiſe your highneſs ſuch a mighty ſum, 
As never did the clergy at one time 4 
Bring in to any of your anceſtors. 
K. Henry, We muſt not only arm t'invade the French, 
But lay down our proportions to defend 
Againſt the Scot. 
For you ſhall read, that my great grandfather 
Never went with his forces into France, 
But that the Scot on his unfurniſh'd Kingdom 
Came pouring like the tide into a breach ; 
That England, being empty of defence, 
Hath ſhook and trembled at th' ill neighbourhood. 
Exe. She hath been then more fear'd than harm'd, 
my Liege ; | 
For hear her but exampled by herſelf. 
When all her chivalry hath been in France, 19 
And ſhe a mourning widow of her nobles, {| 
dne hath herſelf, not only well defended, [x 
But taken and impounded as a ſtray, _ | ll 
The King of Scots; whom ſhe did ſend to France, W. 
To fill King Edward's fame with priſoner Kings; 1 
And make his chronicle as rich with praiſe, . 
As is the ouzy bottom of the ſea 5 
ich ſunken wreck, and ſumleſs treaſuries. 
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Of our fair couſin Dauphin; for we hear 


Freely to render what we have in charge ; 


In anſwer of which claim, the Prince our maſter, 


Cant. Therefore, to France, my Liege. 
Divide your happy England into four; 
Whereot take you one quarter into France, 
And you with that ſhall make all Gallia ſhake, 
If we, with thrice ſuch powers left at home, 
Cannot defend our own doors from the dog, 
Letus be worried, and our nation loſe 
The name of hardineſs, and policy. 

K. Henry. Call in the meffengers ſent from the 

Dauphin. [ Exit Herald. 

Now are we well reſolv'd; and by Heaven's help 
And yours, the noble ſinews of our power, 
France being ours, we'll bend it to our awe, 
Or break it all to pieces. 


— — by, may 


— — 


— 


Euler Herald, wvith Conſtable and Mountjoy the 4nbaſ- 
ſadors of France. 


» Hd Aa wed Frog ww — — m — 


Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleaſure 


Your greeting 1s from him, not from the king. 
Conff, May t pleaſe your Majeſty to give us leave 


Or, ſhall we ſparingly ſhew you far oft, 
The Dauphin's meaning, and our embaſly ? 
K. Henry. We are no tyrant, but a Chriſtian King; 
Therefore, with frank, and with uncurbed plainnels, 
Tell us the Dauphin's mind. 
Conſt, Thus, then in few. 
Your Highneſs lately ſending into France, 
Did claim ſome certain dukedoms, in the right 
Of your great predeceſſor, Edward the Third. 


Says, that you ſavour too mach of your youth, h 
And bids you be advis'd. There's nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble galliard won: 
You cannot revel into dukedoms there, 
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He therefore ſends you (meeter for your ſpirit) 

Atun of treaſure ; and in lieu of this, 

Deſires you let the dukedoms, that you claim, 

Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin ſpeaks. 
K. Henry. What treaſure, uncle; | 
Exe. Tennis-balls, my Liege. 

K. Henry. We're glad the Dauphin is ſo pleaſant 
with us. 

His preſent, and your pains, we thank you for. 

When we have match'd our rackets to. theſe balls, 

We will, in France, by Heaven's grace, play a ſet 

Shall ſtrike his father's crown 1nto the hazard, 

And tell him that we underſtand him well, 

How he comes o'er us with our wilder days, 

Not meaſuring what uſe we made of them. 

| never valued this poor feat of England. 

But tell the Dauphin, I will keep my ſtate, 

Fe like a King, and ſhew my fail of greatneſs, 

When I do rouze me in my throne of France: 

For I will riſe there, with ſo full a glory, 

That I will dazzle all the eyes of France, 

Ta, ſtrike the Dauphin blind to look on us, 

But this lies all within the will of Heav'n, 

To whom I do appeal ; and in whoſe name, 

Tell you the Dauphin, I am coming on, 

Jo venge me as I may, and to put forth 

My rightful hand, in a well-hallow'd cauſe. 

do get you hence in peace, and tell the Dauphin 

His jeſt will favour but of ſhallow wit, | 

When thouſands weep more than did laugh at it, 

Lonyey them with ſafe conduct, fare you well. 

| | Exeunt Ambaſſadors. 

Exe. This was a merry meſſage. 

N. Henry. We hope to make the ſender bluſh at it. 
erefore, my Lords, omit no happy hour, 

t may give furtherance to our expedition: 

T We have now no thoughts in us but France, 


Save 
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Save thoſe to Heav'n, that run before our buſineſs. 
Therefore let our proportions for theſe wars 

Be ſoon collected, and all thought upon, 

That may with reaſonable ſwiftneſs add 

More feathers to our wings: for Heav'n before, 
We'll chide this Dauphin at his father's door. 

. | | Flouriſh —Exa; 


SCENE HI. Before Quickly's Houſe in Eaſthees, 


Enter Corp. Nim, and Lieut. Bardolph, Meets. 


Bard, Well met, Corporal Nim. 

Nim. Good-morrow, Lieutenant Bardolph. 

Bard. What, are ancient Piſtol and you friends, 

et? 

? Nim. For my part, I care not. I ſay little; but 
when time ſhall ſerve, there ſhall be ſmiles. Bu 
that ſhall be as it may. I dare not fight, but 1 vil 
wink, and hold out mine iron ; it is a fimple one, but 
what though ? 1t will toaſt cheeſe, and it will endure 
cold, as another man's ſword will, and there's an end, 

Bard, I will beſtow a breakfaſt to make you friends 
and we'll be all three ſworn brothers to France. Le 
it be ſo, gaod corporal Nim. 

Nim. Faith I will live ſo long as I may, that's tl 
certain of it; and when I cannot live any longer, 
will do as I may; that is my reſt, that is the rendes: 
yous of it. 5 ä 
Bard. It is certain, Corporal, that he is married (9 
Nell Quickly, and certainly ſhe did you wrong, | 
you were troth-plight to her. 
Nim. I cannat tell, things muſt be as they ma 
men may ſleep, and they may have their throats ab 
them at that time; and ſome ſay, knives have edges 


It muſt be as it may; though patience be a tir d om 
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jet ſhe will plod. There mult be concluſions, Well, 
| cannot tell. 


Euter Piſtol and Quickly. 
Bard, Here comes ancient Piſtol and his wife, 


Good corporal, be patient here, How now, mine 


hoſt Piſtol ? 

Pift. Baſe tyke, call'ſt thou me hoſt ? Now by this 
hand, I ſwear I ſcorn the term ; nor ſhall my Nell 
keep lodgers. | | 

9vick. O, welladay lady, if he be not drawn! Now, 
we ſhall ſee wilful adultery, and murder committed. 

Bard. Good ancient, good corporal, ofter nothing 
here. 

Nim. Piſh, 

Pit. Piſh for thee, Iceland dog; thou prick-ear'd 
cur of Iceland. 
9vick, Good corporal Nim, ſhew thy valour, and 
put up thy ſword. | 
Nm. Will you ſhog off? I would have you /olus. 
Piſt. Solus, egregious dog! O viper vile! 

The ſolus in thy moſt marvellous face, 
The /olus in thy teeth, and in thy throat, 
do retort the ſolus in thy bowels; 8 

Mm. 1 am not Barbaſon, you cannot conjure me. 
haye an humour to knock you indifferently well; if 
you grow foul with me, Piſtol, I will ſcour you with 
my rapier, as I may, in fair terms, and that's the 
humour of it. 

Pit. O, braggart vile, and damned furious wight, 
Think'ſt thou my ſpouſe to get? 
| have, and 1 will hold, the Quondam Quickly, 

For th'only ſhe ; and pauca, there's enough; go to, 


Enter the Boy. 


Bay. Mine hoſt, Piſtol, you muſt come to my maſ- 
der, and yaur haſteſs; be is very ſick, and would to 
+ bed, 
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bed. Good Bardolph, put thy noſe between his ſheer, 
and do the office of a warming-pan. Faith, he's yes 
11. 

Bard. Away, you rogue. 

Quick. By my troth, he'll yield the crow a pudding 
one of theſe days ; the King has kill'd his heat, 
Good huſband, come home, preſently. 

[ Exeunt Quick. and Boy, 

Bard. Come, . ſhall J make you two friends? We 
muſt to France together. Why the devil ſhould we 
Keep knives to cut one another's throats ? 

Pift. Let floods o'erſwell, and fiends for food hoy! 
ON, 
 Nim. You'll pay me the eight ſhillings I won of you 
at betting ? 

Pif. Baſe is the ſlave that pays. 

Nim. That now I will have : that's the humour of it 

Piſt. As manhood ſhall compound, puſh home. 

Dr Ac 

Bard. By this ſword, he that makes the fit thr , 
I'll kill him; by this ſword I will. 

Piſt. Sword is an oath, and oaths muſt have their 

courſe. 

Bard. Corporal Nim, an thou wilt be friends, be 
friends; an thou wilt not, why then be enemies with 
me, too; pr'ythee put up. 

Pi,. A noble ſhalt thou have, and preſent pay, 
And liquor likewiſe will I give to thee, 

For I ſhall ſutler be 

Unto the camp, and profits will accrue, 

Give me thy hand. 

Nim. 1 ſhall have my noble ? I 
Piſt. In caſh moſt juſtly paid. 

Nim. Well then, that's the humour oft. 


Enter Quickly. 


Dick. As ever you came of women, come in 1 5 % 
Ah, poor heart, he is ſo ſhak'd 0 4 


burns 


* to Sir John: 
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burning quotidian tertian, that it is moſt lamentable to 
behold. Sweet men, come to him. [ Exit. 


Nim. The age hath run bad humours on the knight, 


that's the even of it. 

Pit. Nim, thou haſt ſpoke the right, his heart is 
faſted and corroborate, 

Nim. The King is a good King, but it muſt be as 
may; he paſſes ſome humours and careers. 

Pit." Let us condole the knight; for, lambkins ! 
ve will live. [ Exeunt. 


END OF ACT FIRST, 
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SCENE I. Southampton. 
Enter Exeter, Bedford, aad Weſtmorland. 


BEDFORD. 
JFANORE heaven, his grace is bold to truſt theſe 


__ traitors. 

Exe. They ſhall be apprehended by and by, 

Net. How {ſmooth and even they do bear themfelyes, 
As if allegiance in their boſoms fate, 
Crowned with faith and conſtant loyalty ! 

Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, 
By interception, which they dream not of. 
Exe. Nay but the man that was his bed-fellow, 
Whom he hath lull'd and cloy'd with gracious tavours ; 
That he ſhould, for a foreign purſe, fo ſell 
His ſovereign's lite to death and treachery ! 

[ Trumpets ſound. 


Euter Ring Henry, Scroop, Cambridge, Grey, aud 
Attengants. 


K. Henry. Now fits the wind fair, and we will aboard. 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my Lord of Maſham, 
And you, my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts: 
Think you not that the pow'rs we bear with us, 

Will cut their paſſage through the force of France? 

* * doubt, my Liege; if each man do 115 

eſt. 

K. Henry. I doubt nq; that, ſince we are well per⸗ 

ſuaded, 
We carry not a heart with us from hence, 


That 
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That grows not in a fair conſent with ours; 
And leave not one behind that doth not with 
ducceſs and conqueſt to attend on us. 
mb. Never was monarch better fear'd and lov'd, 
Than is your Majelty ; there's not a ſubject, 
That fits in heart-grief and uncaſineſs, 
Under the ſweet ſhade of your government. 
Grey. True ; thoſe that were your father's enemies, 
Hare ſteept their galls in honey, and oblerve you, 
With hearts create of duty and of zeal. 
K. Henry. We therefore have great caule of thank- 
fulnefs, 
And ſhall forget the office of our hand, 
Sooner than quittance of delert and merit, 
According to the weight and worthinets. 
Uncle of Exeter, 
Inarge the man commuted yeſterday, 
That rail'd againſt our perſon: we conſider, 
It was exceſs of wine that ſet him on, 
and on his more advice we pardon him. 
Loop. That's mercy, but too much fecurity : 
Let him be puniſh'd, Sovereign, leſt example 
breed, by his ſufffrance, more of ſuch a kind. 
K. Henry. O let us yet be merciful, 
Lamb. So may your Highneſs, and yet puniſh too. 
Grey. You ſhew great mercy, if you give him life, 
Alter the taſte of much correction. 
K. Henty. We'll yet enlarge that man, 
Taough Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey, in their dear 
care, 
ud tender preſervation of our perſon, | 
Would have him puntſh'd. Now to our French cauſes ? 
Who are the late commithoners ? 
Cam. I one, my Lord. 
Your Highneſs bade me aſk for it, to-dey. 
Scr00p. So did you me, my Liege. 
Grey. And I, my ſovereign. 


K. Henry. 
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K. Henry. Then Richard Earl of Cambridge, chere 
is yours; 
There yours, Lord Scroop of Maſham; and Sir Knigbt, 
Grey of Northumberland, this ſame is yours; 
Read them, and know, I know your worthineſs, 


My Lord of Weſtmorland, and uncle Exeter, 


- We willaboard to-night. Why, how now, gentlemen? 


What ſee you in thoſe papers, that you loſe 
So much complexion ? Look ye, how they change! 
Their cheeks are paper! Why, what read you there, 
That hath fo cowarded and chas'd your blood, 
Out of appearance ? A 
Cam. I confeſs my fault, 
And do ſubmit me to your Highnels* mercy. 
Grey. Scroop. To which we all appeal. | 
K. Henry. The mercy which was quick in us but late, 
By your own counſel is ſuppreſs'd and kill'd: 
You muſt not dare for ſhame to talk of mercy. 
See you, my princes, and my noble peers, 
Thete Engliſh monſters ! my Lord Cambridge here, 
You know how apt our love was to accord, 
To furniſh him with all appertinents, 
Belonging to his honour ; and this man 
Hath, for a few light crowns lightly conſpir'd, 
And {worn unto the practices of France, 
To kill us, here in Hampton. To the which, 


This knight, no leſs for bounty bound to us, 


Than Cambridge is, hath likewiſe ſworn. But O! 
What ſhall I ſay to thee, Lord Scroop, thou cruel, 
Ingrateful, ſavage, and inhuman creature ! 

Thou, that didſt bear the key of all my counſels, 
That knew'ſt the very bottom of my ſoul, 


That almoſt might'ſt have coin'd me into gold, 


Would'ſt thou have practis'd on me for thy uſe ? 
May it be poſſible that foreign hire 
Could out of thee extract one ſpark of evil, 


That might annoy my finger? Tis ſo ſtrange, That 


FEING HENEY . 15 


That though the truth of it ſtand off as groſs, 
As black and white, my eye will ſcarcely fee it. 
If that fame dæmon that hath gull'd thee thus, 
Should with his lion-gatc walk the whole world, 
He might return to valty Tartar back, 
And tell the legions, I can never win 
A ſoul fo eaſy as that Engliſhman's. 
Their faults are open. 
Arreſt them to the anſwer of the law, 
And Heav'n acquit them of their practices. 

Exe. I arreſt thee of high treaſon, by the name of 

Richard Earl of Cambridge. 

[ arreſt thee of high treaſon, by the name of Thomas 
Lord Scroop of Maſham. 

[ arreſt thee of high treaſon, by the name of Thomas 
Grey, Knight of Northumberland. | 
Kroop. Our purpoſes Heav'n juſtly hath diſcover'd, 
And I repent my fault, more than my death; 
Which I beſeech your Highneſs to forgive, 

Although my body pay the price of it. 

Cam, For me, the gold of France did not ſeduce, 

Athaugh I did admit it as a motive, 

The ſooner to effect what J intended; 

But Heaven be thanked for prevention, 
Which J in ſuff'rance heartily rejoice for, 
beſeeching Heaven and you to pardon me. 

Grey. Never did faithful ſubject more rejoice 
At the diſcavery of moſt dangerous treaſon, 

Than 1 do at this hour joy o'er myſelf, 
Prevented from a damned enterpriſe : 
My fault, but not my body, pardon, Sovereign. 

K. Henry, You have conſpir'd againſt our royal 

perſon, 

Join'd with an enemy, and from his coffers 
Receiy'd the golden carneſt of our death; 
herein you would have ſold your king to ſlaughter, 

His princes and his peers to ſervitude, 

Hs ſubjects to oppreſſion and contempt, 
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. Touching our perſon, ſeck we no revenge, 


"Now, lords, for France; the enterpriſe whereof 


Bardolph, be blith : Nim, rouze thy vaunting vel! : 


either in heaven or in hell. 


child; a' parted even juſt between twelve and one, even 
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And his whole kingdom into deſolation. 


But we our kingdom's ſafety muſt ſo tender, 
Whoſe ruin you three ſought, that to her laws 
We do deliver you. Go therefore hence, 
Poor miſerable wretches, to your death; 
The taſte whereof Heav'n of its mercy give 
You patience to endure; and true repentance 
Ot all your dear offences! Bear them hence. 
[ Exeunt Scroop, Grey, and Cambridge ii 


Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 

Then forth, dear countrymen, 

Putting it ſtraight in expedition. | 
Cheerly to ſea, the figns of war advance, 
No King of England, if not King of France. [Exe 


SCENE II. Quickly's Houſe in Eaſtchcap. 


Enter Piſtol, Nim, Bardolph, Boy, and Quickly. 


Quick. Pr'ythee, honey-ſweet huſband, let me bring 
thee to Staines. 
Pift. No, for my manly heart doth yern. 


Boy, briſtle thy courage up; for Falſtaff he is dead, 
And we muſt yern, therefore. | 
Bard. Would I were with him, whereſome'er hes 


Quick, Nay, ſure he's not in hell; he's in ING $ 
boſom, if ever man went to Arthur's boſom. He made 
a finer end, and went away, an it had been any chriſtom 


. - . 1 
at the turning o' th' tide : for after I ſaw him fumble 


with the ſheets, and play with flowers, and ſmile od 
| 1 ig 


* 
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his finger's end, I knew there was but one way; for 
his noſe was as ſharp as a pen. How now, Sir John? 
woch I: what, man? be of good cheer : ſo a cried out, 
Heavin, Heav'n, Heav'n, three or four times. Now 
|, to comfort him, bid him a ſhould not think of Hea- 
ren: I hop'd there was no need to trouble himſelf 
with any ſuch thoughts, yet: ſo a bade me lay more 
clothes on his feet: I put my hand into the bed and 
felt them, and they were as cold as a ſtone : then felt 
to his knees, and ſo upward, and upward, and all was 
25 cold as any ſtone. - 

Nim. They ſay he cried out of ſack. 
Quick, Ay, that a did. 1 
Bard. And of women. 
Yuick, Nay, that a did not. | 
Boy. Yes, that he did, and ſaid they were devils in- 
carnate. | 


lour he never lik'd. | 


Boy. He ſaid once the deule would have him about 
women. . | | 


Nick. He did, in ſome ſort, indeed, handle women; 
but then he was rheumatic, and talk'd of the whore of 
Babylon. 

boy, Do you not remember he ſaw a flea ſtick upon 


in hell, 


Bard. Well, the fuel is gone that maintain'd that 
ire; that's all the riches 1 got 1n his ſervice. 


vuthampton. 
Pi. Come, let's away. My love, give me thy lips: 
to my chattels, and my moveables ; 
bo, clear thy cryſtals. Yoke-fellows in arms, 
dus to France; like horſe-leeches, my boys, 
o ſuck, to ſuck, the very blood to ſuck. | 
| by. And that's but unwholeſome food, they ſay. | 


Quick. A could never abide carnation, 'twas a co- 


bardolph's noſe, and ſaid it was a black ſoul burning 


Mu. Shall we ſhog ? the king will be gone from 


D Tft. 
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Pi. Touch her ſoft mouth, and march. 
Bard. Farewel, hoſtels. 


Nim. 1 cannot kiſs; that's the humour of it; but 


adlieu. 

Piſt. Let houſewifry appear; keep cloſe, I thee 
command. | 

Quick. Farewell; adieu. [ Execunt. 


SCENE III. De French King's Palace. 


Flouriſh. Enter the French King, the Dauphin, the 


Duke of Burgundy, the Conflable, Bourbon, aud 
Attendants. | | | 


Fr. King. Thus come the Engliſh with tull power 
upon us; | 

And more than carefully it us concerns 
To anſwer royally in our defences. 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britain, 
Of Brabant, and of Orleans, ſhall make forth, 
And you, Prince Dauphin, with all ſwift diſpatch; 
To line and new repair our towns of war, 
With men of courage and with means defendant : 
For England his approaches makes as fierce, 
As waters to the ſucking of a gulf. 
It fits us then to be as provident, 
As fear may teach us out of late examples, 
Left by the fatal and neglected Engliſh, 
Upon.our fields. 
Dauph. My moſt redoubted father, 
It is moſt meet we arm us 'gainſt the foe : 
For peace itſelf ſhould not ſo dull a kingdom, 
(Tho' war, nor no known quarrel were in queſtion 
But that defences, muſters, preparations, 
Should be maintain'd, aſſembled, and collected, 
As were a war in expectation, Tha 
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Therefore, I ſay, tis meet we all go forth, 
Toview the ſick and feeble parts of France: 
Pit let us do it with no ſhew of fear; 
No, with no more than if we heard that England 
Were buſied with a Whitſun morrice-dance. 
For, my good Liege, ſhe is fo idly king'd, 
Her ſcepter ſo fantaſtically borne, 
By a vain, giddy, ſhallow, humorous youth, 
That fear attends her not. 
Con. O peace, prince Dauphin, 
You are too much miſtaken in this king. 
For you ſhall find his vanities fore- ſpent 
Were but the outſide of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering diſcretion with a coat of folly. 
Daup. Well, *tis not fo, my lord high conſtable ; 
But tho? we think it ſo, it is no matter. 
In cauſes of defence, tis beſt to weigh 
The enemy more mighty than he ſeems, 
do the proportions of defence are filld. 
Fr. King. Think we king Harry ſtrong ; 
And, princes, look you ſtrongly arm to meet him. 
The kindred of him hath been fleſh'd upon vs ; 
And he is bred out of that bloody ſtrain, 
That hunted us, in our familiar paths. 
Witneſs our too much memorable ſhame, 
When Crefly battle fatally was ſtruck, 
And all our princes captiv'd, by the hand 
that black name, Edward, the prince of Wales: 
While that his mountain fire, on mountain ſtanding, 
Up in the air, crown'd with the golden ſun, 
ay his heroic ſeed, and ſmil'd to ſee him, 
angle the work of nature, and deface 
e patterns, that by Heav'n and by French fathers, 
twenty years been made. This is a ſtem 
Vf that victorious ſtock : and let us fear 
native mightineſs and fate of him. 
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Enter Mountjoy. 
Mount. Ambaſſadors from Harry, king of England, 


Do crave admittance to your majeſty. 
Fr. King. We'll give them preſent audience. 60, 
and bring them. Exit Mountjoy, 
You ſee this chace is hotly follow'd, friends. 
Daup. Turn head, and ſtop purſuit; for coward dogs 
Moſt ſpend their mouths, when what they ſeem t 
threaten, | 
Runs far before them. Good, my ſovereign, 
Take up the Engliſh ſhort, and let them know, 
Of what a monarchy you are the head. 


Selt-love, my Liege, is not ſo vile a fin, 
As ſelf- neglecting. 


Euter Mountjoy, Exeter, and Engliſl Lords. 


Fr. King. From our brother England ? | 
Exe. From him; and thus he greets your majelly: 
He wills you, in the awful name of Heav'n, 
That you diveſt yourſelf, and lay apart 
The borrow'd glories, that by gift of Heaven, 
By law of nature, and of nations, long 
To him, and to his heirs; namely, the crown, 
And all the wide-ftretch'd honours that pertain, 
By cuſtom, and the ordinance of times, 
Unto the crown of France. That you may know 
*T is no ſiniſter, nor no aukward claim, 
Pick'd from the worm-holes of long vaniſh'd days, 
Nor from the duſt of old oblivion raked, 3 
y Give pedig 
He ſends you this moſt memorable line, 
Willing you overlook his pedigree ; 
And when you find him evenly deriv'd 
From his moſt fam'd of famous anceſtors, 


Edward the Third; he bids you then reſign 


Ye 
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Your crown and kingdom, indirectly held 
From him, the native, and true challenger. 
Fr. King. Or elſe, what follows? | 
Exe. Bloody conſtraint ; for if you hide the crown, 
Ey n in your hearts, there will he rake for it. 
And, therefore, in fierce tempeſt is he coming, 
In thunder, and in earthquake, like a Jove: 
That if requiring fail, he may compel. 
This is his claim, his threatning, and my meſſage; 
Unleſs the Dauphin be in preſence here, | 
To whom, expreſsly, I bring greeting, too. 
Fr. King. For us, we will confider of this, further. 
To-morrow, ſhall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England. 
 Daup. For the Dauphin, 
Iſtand here for hin. What to him, from England ? 
Exe. Scorn and defiance, flight regard, contempr, 
And any thing, that may not miſbecome 
The mighty ſender, doth he prize you at. 
Thus, ſays my king; and if your father's highneſs 
Do not, in graut of all demands at large, 
dweeten the bitter mock you ſent his majeſty ; 
He'll call you to ſo hot an anſwer for it, 
That caves and womby vaultages of France, 
Shall chide your treſpaſs, and return your mock, 
In ſecond accent to his ordinance. | 
Daup. Say, if my father render fair reply, 
It is againſt my will; for I deſire 
Nothing but odds with England. To that end, 
As matching to his youth and vanity, 
I did preſent him with thoſe Paris balls. 

Exe. He'll make your Paris Louvre ſhake for it, 
And be afſur'd, you'll find a difference, 
As we his ſubjects have in wonder found, 
Between the promiſe of his greener days, 
And theſe he maſters, now. Now he weighs time 
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Even to the utmoſt grain, which you ſhall read 
In your own loſſes, if he ſtay in France. 


H. King. To-morrow, you ſhall know our mind at 
full. 


Exe. Diſpatch us with all { wad Teſt that our king 
Come here himſelf, to queſtion our delay, 
For he is footed in this land, already. 


Fr. King. You ſhall be ſoon diſpatch'd with fair con- 
ditions : 


A night i is but {mall breath, and little pauſe, 
To anſwer matters of this conſequence. 


[ Fouriſh—Exent, 


END OF ACT SECOND, 


ACT 
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SCENE I. Before the Gates of Harflenr. 


[ Alarm, and cannon go off, 


Euer King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, Glouceſter, and 
oo Weſtmorland. 
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NC E more unto the breach, dear friends, once 
more; 

Or, cloſe the wall up with our Engliſh dead. 

Beat in the rondure of their rampar'd walls, 

Or tear the lions out of England's coat. 

Exeunt. 


Euter Nim, Bardolph, Piſtol, and Boy. 


Bard. On, on, on, on, on, to the breach, to the 
bleach. 

Mu. Pray thee, corporal, ſtay, the knocks are too 
hot; and, for mine own part, I have not a caſe of lives. 
ho humour of it is too hot, that is the very plain ſong 
of it, | 

Pil. The plain ſong is moſt juſt ; for humours do 

abound. . K 
Knocks go and come: Heav'ns vaſſals drop and die; 


mortal fame. 
Boy. Would I were in an ale-houſe, in London, I 
vould give all my fame for a pot of ale and ſafety. 
Pi. And I; if wiſhes would prevail, 
| would not ſtay, but thither would I hie. 


And ſword and ſhield, in bloody field, doth win im- 


Enter 
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Euter Fluellen. 
Hu. Up to the breach, you dogs ! Avaunt, von 
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1. x cullions. [ Exeunt all but Fluellen. 
1 
a i | Enter Gower. 
| 1 Gower. Captain Fluellen, you muſt come preſent 
w to the mines ;. the Duke of Glouceſter would ſp:1 


with you. | 
Flu. To the mines? Tell you the Duke it is not ſo 
good to come to the mines; for look you, the mines 
are not according to the diſciplines of the war; the 
| concavities of it is not ſufficient ; for look you, ch 
14 adverſary (you may. diſcuſs unto the Duke, look you) 
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my! is digt himſelf four yards under the countermincs. | 
118 think, a will plow up all, if there is not better virec- 
tions, [ A parley founded. 


Gower. The town ſounds a parley ! 
[ Flouriſ, 


Enter King Henry and his B Give ernor an te 
Ramparts. 9 


K. Henry. How yet reſolves the governor of the town? 
This is the lateſt parle we will admit: 
Therefore to our beſt mercy give yourlelves, 
Or, like to men proud of deſtruction, 
Dety us to our worſt; as J am a ſoldier, 
(A name, that, in my thoughts, becomes me belt) 
If I begin the batt'ry once again, 
I will not leave the half-atchiev'd Harfleur, 

Till in her afhes ſhe lie buried, | 
What ſay you? Will you yield, and this avoid? 
Gov. Our expectation hath this day an end: 

The Dauphin, of whom ſuccours we e 
Returns us, that his pow'rs are yet not ready, 
To 5 ſo great a lege. Therefore, great king, 


=_ 


We 
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We yield our town and lives to thy ſoft mercy. 
Enter our gates, diſpoſe of us and ours, 
For we no longer are defenſible. 

K. Henry. Open your gates. Come, uncle Exeter, 
Go you and enter Harfleur, there remain, 
And fortify it ſtrongly *gainft the French: 
Uſe mercy to them all. For us, dear uncle, 
The winter coming on, and ſickneſs growing 
Upon our ſoldiers, we'll retire to Calais. 
To-night, in Harfleur we will be your gueſt, 
To-morrow, for the march. , 

[ Houriſh, and enter into the town, 


SCENE II. The French Camp. 


Enter the King of France, the Dauphin, Bourbon, the 
Conſtable of France, and Attendants. 


Fr. King. *Tis certain he hath paſs'd the river Some. 
Con. And if he be not fought withal, my lord, 
Let us not live in France ; let us quit all, 
And give our vineyards to a barb'rous people. 
Daup. Shall a few ſprays of us, 
(The emptylng of our father's luxury) 
Our ſcions, put in wild and ſavage ſtock, 
Sprout up ſo ſuddenly into the clouds, 
And overlook their grafters ? 
Con. Why, whence have they this mettle ? 
Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull? 
On whom, as in deſpite, the ſun looks pale, 
Killing their fruit with frowns ? | 
Oh ! for the honour of our land, 
Let us not hang like frozen iſicles, 
Upon our houſe-tops, while more froſty people, 
Sweat drops of gallant blood, in our rich fields. 
Daup. By faith and honour, - | 
Our madams mock at us; 
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They bid us to the Engliſh dancing-ſchools, 

And teach La Volta's high, and ſwift Coranto's ; 

Saying, our grace is only in our heels, 

And that we are moſt lofty run-aways. 
Fr. King. Where is Mountjoy, the herald ? Speed 

him hence; 

Let him greet England with our ſharp defiance, 

Up, princes, and with ſpirit of honour edg'd, 

Yet ſharper than your ſwords, hie to the field ; 

Bar Harry England, that ſweeps through our land, 

With pennons painted in the blood of Harfleur. 

Go down upon him, you have pow'r enough, 

And in a captive chariot into Roan, 

Bring him, our priſoner. 
Con, This becomes the great. 

Sorry am I, his numbers are fo few; 

His foldiers ſick, and famiſh'd in their march. 


114/04 For I am ſure, when he ſhall ſee our army, 


1.47 He'll drop his heart into the fink of fear, 

ll x And for atchievement offer us his ranſom, 5 5 
131 Fr. King. Therefore, lord conſtable, haſte on Mount- 
14} oO | ee 
| And let him ſay to England, that we ſend 
[41 To know, what willing ranſom he will give. 


| 
| 'F Prince Dauphin, you ſhall ſtay with us in Roan. 
[} : —_ Not fo, I do beſeech your majeſty. 
139 Fr. King. Be patient, for you ſhall remain with us. 


'q | Now forth, lord conſtable, and princes all; 
I. And quickly bring us word of England's fall. [ Exeui!. 


S'C E N E II. The Engliſh Camp. 


Enter Gower and Fluellen. 
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the bridge? 
Nu. 1 aſſure you, there is very excellent ſervices 
committed at the pridge. JL UOTE: 


Gower, How now, Captain Fluellen, come you from 
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Gower. 


Gower. Is the Duke of Exeter ſafe? 

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as 
Agamemnon, and a man that I love and honour with 
my ſoul, and my heart, and my duty, and my life, 
uind my living, and my uttermoſt power. He is not, 


He is maintain the pridge, moſt valiantly, with ex- 
cellent diſcipline. There is an ancient heutenant there, 
| think in my very conſcience he is as valiant a man 
38 Mark Antony; and he is a man of no eſtimation 
in the orld ; but I did ſee him do gallant ſervices, 
Gower. What do you call him ? 

Flu. He is call'd ancient Piſtol. 

Gower, I know him not. 


Euter Piſtol. 


Hu. Here is the man. Ny 

Pift. Captain, I thee beſeech to do me favours : 

The duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 

Flu, I, I praiſe Heav'n, and I have merited ſome 

love at his hands. 

Pif. Bardolph, a ſoldier firm, and ſound of heart, 

And buxom valour, hath, by cruel fate, 

And giddy fortune's furious fickle wheel, 

That goddeſs blind, that ſtands upon the rolling reſt- 

leſs ſtone 
Fu. By your patience, ancient Piſtol, Fortune is 

panted with a muffler before her eyes, to ſignify ta 

you, that fortune 1s plind ; and ſhe 1s painted alſo 

vi a wheel, to ſignify to you, which is the mo- 

al of it, that ſhe is turning and inconſtant, and mu- 

abilities and variations; and her foot, look you, is 

red upon a ſpherical ſtone, which rolls, and rolls, and 

ll. In good truth, the poet makes moſt excellent 

Geſcription of it. Fortune is an excellent moral. | 
Pit, Fortune is Bardolph's foe, and frowns on him; 

For he hath ſtoln a Pix, and hanged muſt be, o dam- 

ned death | N 
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Heav'n be praiſed and pleſſed, any hurt in the world. 
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Let gallows gape for dog, let man go free, 
And let not Bardolph's vital thread be cur, 


1 With edge of penny - cord, and vile reproach. 

1 Speak, Captain, for his life, and J will thee requite. 
kl Flu. Ancient Piſtol, I do partly underſtand your 
174 meaning. 


Piſt. Why then, rejoice, therefore. 

1p Flu. Certainly, Ancient, it is not a thing to rejoice 
. at; for if, look you, he were my brother, I would de- 
ſire the duke to uſe his good pleaſure, and put him to 
os Executions ; for diſciplines ought to be uſed. 


" q Piſt. Die and be damn'd, and /go for thy friend- 
| { ſhip. | 

life | Flu. It is weil. > 

M Piſt. The fig of Spain [ Exit, 
41 Flu. Very good. | | 

. Gower. Why this is an arrant counterfeit raſcal,! 
[ 10 | remember him, now, a bawd, a cut-purſe. 


my \ Flu. I'll aſſure you, he utter'd as prave words at the 
Bt pridge, as you ſhall ſee in a ſummer's day. But, it 
101 is very well; what he has ſpoke to me, that is well, 
I warrant you, when time 1s ſerve. 

Gozwer. Why, tis a gull, a fool, a rogue, that now 
and then goes to the wars, to grace himſelf at hi ste- 
turn to London, under the 55 of a ſoldier. But 
you muſt learn to know ſuch ſlanders of the age, or 

_ elſe you may be marvellouſly miſtook. 2 
Hu. I tell you what, Captain Gower; I do perceive 
he is not the man that he would gladly make ſhew to 
the world he is; if I find a hole in his coat, I will tell 
him my mind. Flowri/h.] Hear you, the King 
coming, and I mult ſpeak with him from the pridge- 


” = 
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— 


A March. 


Enter the King, Exeter, Bedford, Glouceſter, Welt- 
morland, Attendants, and his poor Soldiers. 


Flu. Cot bleſs your Majeſty. 


— _— Mr 


-4 


wy — 
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K. Henry. How now, Fluellen ; cam'ſt thou from 
nc bridge ? | 

Hu. 1, fo pleaſe your Majeſty. The Duke of Exe- 
ter has very gallantly maintain'd the pridge ; the 
French is gone off, look you, and there 1s gallant and 


an tell your majeſty, the duke is a prave man. 
K. Henry. What men have you loſt, Fluellen ? 
Hu. The perdition of th* athverſary hath been 


part, I think the duke hath loſt never a man, but one 
that is like to be executed for robbing a church; one 
kardolph, if your Majeſty know the man; his face is 
ll bubukles, and whelks, and knobs, and flames of 
ire, and his lips blows at his noſe, and it is like a 
wal of fire, ſometimes plue, and ſometimes red; but 
lis noſe is executed, and his fire's out. 


Trumpet ſounds. Enter Mountjoy. 


K. Henry. Now, what ſhall I know of thee ? 
Mount, My maſter's mind. 
K. Henry. Unfold it. 


Mount, Thus fays my king; Say thou to Harry 
England, 


1 Although we ſeemed dead, we did but ſleep: 
ll fell him, we could at Harfleur have rebuk'd him; 


At that we thought not good to bruiſe an injury, 

lil it were ripe. Now, ſpeak we on our cue, 

With voice imperial : England ſhall repent 

Ris folly, ſee his weakneſs, and admire 
r\ufPrance. Bid him therefore to conſider, 

What muſt the ranſom be, which mult proportion 
ie lofes we have borne, the ſubjects we 

luxe loſt, and the diſgrace we have digeſted. 


moſt prave paſſages ; marry, th' athverſary was have 
poſſetlion of the pridge, but he is inforced to retire, | 
id the Duke of Exeter is maſter of the pridge. I. 


ery great, very reaſonable great. Marry, for my 


Firſt, 
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Eirſt, for our loſs, too poor is his exchequer ; 
For the effuſion of our blood, his army 
Too taint a number; and for our diſgrace, 
Ev'n his own perſon, kneeling at our feet, 
A weak and worthleſs ſatisfaction. 
To this, defiance add; and for concluſion, 
Tell him he hath betray'd his followers, 
Whoſe condemnation is pronounc'd. So far 
My king and maſter ; and fo much my office. 
K. Henry. Thou do'ſt thy office fairly. Turn the 
85 back, 4 
And tell thy king, I do not ſeek him now ; 
But could be willing to march on to Calais, 
Without impeachment. For to ſay the ſooth, 
(Tho' tis no wiſdom to confeſs ſo much 
Unto an enemy of craft and vantage) 
My people are with ſickneſs much enfeebled, 
My numbers leſſen'd; and thoſe few I have, 
Almoſt no better than ſo many French ; 
Who, when they were in health, I tell thee, herald, 
I thought, upon one pair of Engliſh legs, 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet, forgive me, 
Heav'n, FR) 
That I do brag thus; this your air of France 
Hath blown that vice in me ; I muſt repent. 
Go, therefore, tell thy maſter here J am; 
My ranfom is this frail and worthleſs trunk ; 
My army but a weak and ſickly guard; 
Yet, Heav'n before, tell him we will come on, 
Though France himſelf, and ſuch another neighbou!, 
Stand in our way. There's for thy labour Mount), 
Go, bid thy maſter well adviſe himſelf ; 
If we may paſs, we will ; if we be hinder'd, 
We ſhall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Diſcqglour.—— 


The {um of all our anſwer is but this; 
We would not ſeek a battle, as we are, 


- 


Yet, 


Ce 


ne, 
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et, 
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et, as we are, we ſay, we will not ſhun it: 

$9 tell your maſter. 

Mount. I ſhall deliver ſo: thanks to your Highneſs. 
9 3 Exit. 

b. I hope they will not come upon us, * 

K. Henry. We are in Heav'n's hand, brother, not 

7. , 4s 

March to the bridge, it now draws toward night ; 

kyond the river we'll encamp ourſelves, 

nd on to-morrow bid them march away. | Excunt. 


END OF ACT THIRD. 
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KING HENRY V. 


ACT N. 


SCENE I. King Henry's Tent, at Agincourt, 


KingHenry, and Glouceſter diſcovered. 


K. HEN Rx. 
LOUCESTER, tis true, that we are in gret 


danger ; 
The greater, therefore, ſhould our courage be. 


Enter Bedford. 


 Good-morrow, brother Bedford. 

There is {ome ſoul of goodneſs in things evil, 
Would men obſervingly diſtil it out. 
For our bad neighbour makes us early ſtirrers, 
Which is both healthful and good huſbandry. 


Euter Er pingham. 


Good-morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham; 
A good ſoft pillow, for that good white head, 
Were better than a churliſh turt of France. 
Erp. Not ſo, my Liege; this lodging likes me bet 
ter, 
Since I may ſay, now I like a king. 
K. Henry. Lend me thy cloak, Sir Thomas, bie 
thers both, 
Commend me to the princes in our camp: 
Do my good-morrow to them, and anon, 
Deſire them all to my pavilion. 


Glou. We ſhall, my Liege. 
e [ Exeunt Bedf. and 3 


Erp. Shall I attend your Grace? 

K. Henry. No, my good knight; 

Go with my brothers to my lords of England : 

and my boſom muſt debate a while, 

And then I would no other company. 

Ep. The Lord in heaven bleſs thee, noble Harry. 


Or art thou baſe, common and popular? 

K. Henry. I am a gentleman of a company. 
Pit. TraiPit thou the puiſſant pike ? | 

K. Henry. Ev'n fo ; what are you? 

Piſt. As good a gentleman as the Emperor. 
K. Henry. Then you are better than the King. 


Alad of life, an imp of fame, 

Of parents good, of fiſt moſt valiant : 

| kils his dirty ſhoe, and from my heart-ſtring, 
love the lovely bully. What's thy name? 

K. Henry. Harry le Roy. | 


crew 

K. Henry. No, I am a Welſhman. 

Pi. Know'ſt thou Fluellen ? 

K. Henry, Yes. | 

Pi. Tell him I'll knock his leek about his pate, 

Upon St. David's day. 

Henry. Do not you wear your dagger in your 

ap that day, leſt he knock that about yours? 
MP Pil. 
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| Exit. 
K. Henry. God- a- mercy, old heart, thou ſpeak'(t 
cheerfully. | [ Exit, 
SCENE II. A Grove, 
Enter K. Henry and Piſtol. 
Pit. Qui va la? 
K. Henry. A friend. | 
P;. Diſcuſs unto me, art thou officer, 2 


Pi. The King's a bawcock, and a heart of gold, 


Piſt. Le Roy! a Corniſh name : art thou of Corniſh 


A 
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Pit. Art thou his friend? 
K. Henry. And his kinſman, too. 
Pifi. The figo for thee then. 


My name 1s Piſtol call'd. [ Exif, 
K. Henry. It forts well with your fietceneſs. * 

5 112 { Manet King Henry, 

Enter Fluellen and Gower. 


Gow. Captain Fluellen. 

Flu. So; ſpeak fewer: it is the greateſt admiration 
in the univerſal world, when the true and auncient 
prerogatifes and laws of the wars is not kept! if you 
would take the pains but to examine the wars of Pom- 
pey the Great, you ſhall find, I warrant you, that 
there is no riddle taddle nor pibble babble in Pompey's 
camp: I warrant you, you ſhall find the ceremonies 
of the wars, and the cares of it, and the forms of it, 
and the ſobrieties of it, and the modeſty of it to be 
otherwiſe. 

Gow. Why the enemy is loud, you hear him all 

night. 

. Flu. If the enemy is an aſs and a fool, and a prating 
coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we ſhould allo, 
look you, be an aſs and a fool, and a prating coxcomb] 
m your conſcience now ? 

Goto, I will ſpeak lower. 

Flu. I pray you and beſeech you, that you will. 

Exe. 
1 Henry. Though i it appear a little ont of faſhion, 
There 1s much care and valour in this Welſhman. 


Enter John Bates and Michael Williams. 


Fill. Brother John Bates, is not that the morning, 
which breaks vonder! 2 

Bates. I think it be, but we have no great cauſe to 
deſire the approach of day, _ 


nf l. We ſee yonder clic beginning of the 7 
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I think&we ſhall never fee the end of it. Who goes. 
there? 7 195 
K. Henry. A friend. 
fill. Under what captain ſerve you? 
K. Henry. Under Sir Thomas Erpingham. 

Will. A gcod old commander, and a moſt kind 
gentleman: I pray you what thinks he of our eſtate ? 

K. Henry. Ev'n as men wreck'd upon a fand, that 
look to be waſh'd off, the next tide. 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the King! 

K. Henry. No; nor is it meet he ſhould : for though 
[ ſpeak it to you, 1 think the King is but a man, 
lam: the violet ſmells to him as it doth to me; 
the element ſhews to him as it doth to me; all his ſenſes 
have but human conditions: therefore, when he ſees 
reaſon of fears, as we do, his fears, out of doubt, be 
of the ſame reliſh as ours are; yet in reaſon no man a 
ſhould poſſeſs him with any appearance of tear, leſt = 
by ſhewing it, ſhould diſhearten his army: 

Bates. He may ſhew what outward courage he will: ; 
but I believe, as cold a night as tis, he could wiſh Ian 
(elf in the Thames, up to the neck; and fo I would he 
were, and I by him, at all adventures, fo we were || 
quit here. 

K. Henry. By my troth, I will ſpeak my conſcience 
of the King; 1 think he would not wiſh himſelf any 
where but where he is. 

Bates, Then would he were ker atone ; fo ſhould 
he be ſure to be ranfomed, and many poor men's 


g lives ſaved. i 
K. Henry. T dare ſay you love him not {o ill, to wiſh 1 | 
him here alone; howſoever you ſpeak this; to feel NY 


other men's minds, Methinks 1 could not die any 1 
Where ſo contented, as in the King's company; his 
cauſe being juſt, aa his quarrel honourable. 
Hall. That's more than we know. | 9 
Bates. Ay, or more than we ſhould ſeek after; for 
| Ve know enough, if we know we are the King's fub- 
1 F 2 K K Jects; 


a place; ſome ſwearing ; ſome crying for a ſurgeon; 


_. ticular endings of his ſoldiers, nor the father of his on; 


dier, inthe wars, do as every fick man in his bed, waſh 
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jects; if his cauſe be wrong, our obedience to the King 
wipes the crime of 1t out of us. 
Will. But if the cauſe be not good, the King himſelf 
hath a heavy reckoning to make; when all thoſe legs 
and arms and heads chapp'd off in a battle, ſhall Join 
together at the latter day, and cry all, We dy'd at ſuch 


ſome upon their wives left poor behind them; lone 
upon the debts they owe ; {ome upon their children 
rawly left. I am afear'd there are few die well, that die 
in battle ; for how can they charitably diſpoſe of any 
thing, when blood is their argument? now, if cheſe 
men do not die well, it will be a black matter for the 
King, that led them to it, whom to diſobey were 
againſt all proportion of ſubjeftian, 

K. Henry. So, if a ſon, that is ſent by his father abou 
merchandize, do fall into ſome lewd action and miſ- 
carry, the imputation of his wickedneſs, by your rule, 
ſhould be impoſed upon his father that ſent him ; but 
this is not fo ; the King is not bound to anſwer the par- 


for they pur poſe not their death when they purpoſe their 
fervices. Every ſubject's duty is the King's, but every 
ſubjeck's foul is his own. Therefore ſhould every ſol- 


every moth out of his conſcience ; and dying fo, death 
is to him advantage: or not dying, the time was ble 
ſedly loſt, wherein ſuch preparation was gained: and in 
him that eſcapes, it were not ſin to think, that making 
Heaven ſo free an offer, he let him outlive that day t0 
ſee his greatneſs, and to teach others how they ſhould 
prepare. 45 

Will. Tis certain every man that dies ill, the ill 


Bates. 1 do not defire he ſhould anſwer for me, and 
yet I determine to fight luſtily for him. 
K. Henry. I myſelf heard the King ſay he would nat 
be ranſom'd. . 3 11 
mill. Ay, he ſaid ſo, to make us fight cheerfuy: 
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dt when our throats are cut, he may be ranſom'd, and 
xe neer the wiſer. REF. oth 

K. Henry. If I live to ſee it, I will never truſt his 
word after . l 

Will, That's a perilous ſhot out of an elder- gun! 
You'll never truſt his word, after! Come, tis a fooliſh 
aying. | | 

L. Hem: Your reproof is ſomething too round ; I 
hould be angry with you, if che time were con- 
jenient. | 

Jill. Let it be a quarrel between us, if we live. 

K. Henry. I embrace it. 

Will. How thall I know thee, again ? 

K. Henry. Give me any gage of thine, and I will 
wear it in my bonnet ; and if ever thou dar*lt acknow- 
edge it, I will make it my quarrel. 

Mill. Here's my glove ; give me another of thine. 
K. Henry. There, | 
Will. This will I alſo wear in my cap; if ever thou 
come to me and fay, after to-morrow, This is my 
gore; by this hand, I will give thee a box on the ear. 
K. Henry. If ever I live to ſee it, I will challenge it. 
Mill. Thou dar'ſt as well be hang'd. 

K. Henry, Well, I wall do it, though I take thee in 
ne King's company. ee 

Ifill. Keep thy word, and fare thee well. 

Bates. Be friends, you Engliſh fools, be friends; 
de have French quarrels enow, if you could but tell 
low to reckon, [ Exeunt Bates and Williams, 
K. Henry. Upon the King! let us our lives, our ſouls, 
Our fins, lay on the King; he muſt bear all. 

V hard condition, and twin-born with greatneſs ! 

What infinite heart-eaſe muſt Kings neglect, 

hat private men enjoy? and wlfat have Kings 

bat privates have not too, ſave ceremony ? 

And what art thou, thou idol ceremony? | 

At thou ought elſe but place, degree, and form, 
rating awe and fear, in other men? 
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Wherein thou art leſs happy, being fear'd, 

Than they in fearing. O be ſick, great greatneſs, 
And bid thy ceremony give thee cure. | 
Can'ſt thou, when thou command'ſt the beggar's knee, 
Command the health of it? No, thou proud dream, 
That play'ſt ſo ſubtly with a King's repoſe, : 
Iam a King that find thee; and I know 

Tis not the balm, the ſceptre, and the ball, 

The ſword, the mace, che crown imperial; 

No, not all theſe thrice-gorgeous ceremonies, 

Not all thefe, laid in bed majeſtical, 

Can fleep ſo ſoundly as the wretched ſlave, 

Who, with a body fill'd, and vacant mind, 

Gets him to reſt, cramm'd with diſtreſsful bread ; 
And (but for ceremony) ſuch a wretch, 

Winding up days with toil, and nights with ſleep, 


Hath the fore-hand, and vantage of a King. 


Enter Erpingham. 
Er. My Lord, your nobles, jealous of your av» 


ſence, 
Seek through your camp to find you, 
K. Henry. Good old Knight, 
Collect them all together at my tent; 
I'll be before thee. | 


_ Erp. I ſhall do't, my Lord. [ Exit, 
k. Henry. O God of battles! ſteel my ſoldiers 
hearts; | | 


Poſſeſs them not with fear; take from them now, 
The ſenſe of reckoning leſt th' oppoſed numbers, 
Pluck their hearts from them. Not to-day, O Lord, 
O, not to-day, think not upon the fault 

My father made in compaſſing the crown. 

I Richard's body have interred new, 

And on it have beſtow'd more contrite tears 

Than from it iſſued forced drops of blood. 

Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 

Who twice a day their wither'd hands hold up 


Tow'rd Heav'n to pardon blood. 
| More 
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More will I do. Trumpet founds ] my, hark ! the 
trumpet calls! 
The day, my friends, and all things wait for me. 
[ Exit. 


SCENE III. The French Camp. 
Euter Dauphin and Conſtable. 


Daup. My Lord High Conſtable, the Engliſh lie 
within fifteen hundred paces of your tents. 

(ft, Who hath meaſur'd the ground? 

Darp. My Lord Grandpree. 

Conſt. A valiant and molt expert gentleman. Alas! 
poor Harry England, he longs not for the battle as 
we do! 

Daup. What a wretched and peeviſh fellow is this 
King of England, to mope with his fat-brain'd tol- 
lowers ſo far out of his knowledge! 

ont. If the Engliſh had any apprehenfion, they 


would run away. 


ntellectual armour, they could never wear ſuch heavy 
lead-preces. 


creatures ; their maſtiffs are of unmatchable courage. 
Dayp. Fooliſh curs, that run winking into the 
mouth of a Ruſſian bear, and have their heads cruſh'd 


_ flea chat dares eat his breakfaſt on the lip of 
lion. 
Conf. Juſt, juſt ; and the men do ſympathize with 
ie maſtiffs in butions and rough coming-on, leav- 
ag their wits with their wives. And then, give them 
vat meals of beef, and iron and ſteel, they will eat 
ke wolves, and fight like devils. Now is it time to 
am, ſhall we about it ? 
Dayp. 1 ſtay but for my guard: on to the field; 
il the banner from a trumpet take, wt " 
n 


Daup. That they lack; for if their heads had any 


Conft. That iſland of England breeds very valiant | 


ike rotten apples. You may as well ſay, that's a 
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Me would not die in that man's company, 
Thar fears his fellowſhip to die with us. 
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And uſe it for my haſte. Come, come away, 
The ſun is high, and we out-wear the day. 
[ Exemt, 


SCENE IV. The Engliſh Camp. 


Enter Gloſter, Bedford, Exeter, Erpingham, Wet. 
morland, and all the Engliſh Hof. 


Gon. Where is the King? | | 
Bed. The King himſelf is rode to view their battle, 
te. Of fighting men, they have full threeſcore 
thoufand. - | 
Exe. That's five to one ; befides, they are all freſh, 
Bed. Heav'n's arm ſtrike with us, *tis a fearful odds. 
Ne. O, that we now had here, 
But one ten thouſand of thoſe men in England, 
That do no work, to-day. 


Enter King Henry and Attendants. 


EK. Henry. What's he that wiſhes ſo ? + 

My couſin Weſtmorland ? No, my fair couſin, 

If we are mark'd to die, we are enow, 

To do our country loſs ; and if to live, 

The fewer men, the greater ſhare of honour. 

Don't with one more ; e e ere 

Rather proclaim it, Weſtmorland, through my hoſt, 
That he who hath no ſtomach to this fight, 

Let him depart ; his paſſport ſhall be made, 

And crowns, for convoy, put into his purſe. 


This day is call'd the feaſt of Criſpian: 

He that outlives this day, and comes ſafe home, 
Will ſtand a tip-toe when this day is nam'd, 
And rouze him at the name of Criſpian : 


He that outlives this day, and ſees old age, wi 
; | | | JI 
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Will yearly on the vigil feaſt his neighbours, 

And ſay to-morrow is Saint Criſpian. 

Then will he ſtrip his arm, and ſhew his ſcars : 

od men forget; yet ſhall not all forget; 

But they'll remember with advantages 

What feats they did, that day. Then ſhall our names, 
Familiar in their mouth as houſehold words, 

Harry the King, Bedford, and Exeter, 

Warwick, and Talbot, Saliſbury, and Glo'ſter, 

Fe in their flowing cups freſhly remember'd. 

This tory ſhall the good man teach his ſon : 

And Criſpine Criſpian (hall ne'er go by, 

From this day to the ending of the world, 

But we in it ſhall be remember'd ; 

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers : 

For he to-day that ſheds his blood with me, 

dhall be my brother: be he ne'er ſo vile, 

This day ſhall gentle his condition ; 

ud gentlemen in England now a- bed 

hall think themſelves accurs'd they were not here; 
ind hold their manhoods cheap, whi e any ſpeaks 
hat fought with us upon St. Criſpian's day. 


Enter Gower: 


Go, My ſov'reign lord, beſtow yourſelf with ſpeed : 
he French are bravely in their battles ſet, - 
ind will with all expedience charge on us. 

K. Henry, All things are ready, if our minds be ſo. 
Meſt. Periſh the man whoſe mind is backward now. 


Euter Mountjoy. 


1 Once more I come to know of thee, King 
arry, | 

for thy ranſom thou wilt now compound, 

Kore thy moſt aſſured overthrow. 

K. Henry. Who hath ſent thee now? 


ond Mount. The Conſtable of France. 


G | K. Henry. | 
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K. Hlemy. I pray thee bear my former anſwer back. 
Bid them atchieve me and then ſell my bones. 
Good God ! why ſhould they mock poor fellows thus 
The man that once did fell the lion's ſkin 
While the beaſt Iiv'd, was kill'd with hunting him, 
Let me ſpeak proudly ; tell the Conſtable, 
We are but warriors for the working day ; 
Our gayneſs and our gilt are all befmmirch'd 
With rainy marching in the painful field, 


And time hath worn us into ſlovenry. 


But by the maſs, our hearts are in the trim: 

And my poor ſoldiers tell me, yet ere night 

They'll be in freſher robes, for they will pluck 

The gay new coats o'er the French ſoldiers heads, 

And turn them out of ſervice. 

Come thou no more for ranſom, gentle herald ; 

They ſhall have none I ſwear but theſe my joints: 

Which if they have as I will leave 'em them, 

Shall yield them little, tell the Conſtable. | 
Mount. I ſhall, King Harry: and ſo fare thee well 


Thou never ſhalt hear herald any more. Eri. 
K. Henry. I fear thou'lt once more come again tor 
ranſom. 


Now on, you nobleſt Engliſh, : 
Whole blood 1s fetch'd from fathers of war-proot ; 
Fathers, that like ſo many Alexanders, 

Have in theſe parts from morn till even fought, 
And ſheath'd their ſwords for lack of argument : 
Diſhonour not your mothers : now atteſt, 

That thoſe whom you call fathers did beget you : 
Be copy now to men of grofler blood, 


And teach them how to war; and you, good yeomeny 


Whoſe limbs were made in England, ſhew us hefe 
The mettle of your paſture : let us ſwear 
That you are worth your breeding, which I dou 
For there is none of you ſo mean and bale, 
That hath not noble luſtre in your eyes; 

I fee you land like greyhounds in the flips 
Straining upon the ſtart. The game's a-to0t, 


bt not; 


Follo 


Is ? 


ell, 
Exit. 


| fot 


ollow 
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Follow your ſpirit ; and upon this charge 
(ry, God for Harry, England, and St. George. 
[ Alarm, ſhouts, ws Exeunt. 


SCENE: V. The Field of Battle. 
Enter Conſtable, Dauphin, and Bourbon, 


Dauph. Mort de ma vie, all is confounded, all ! 
Reproach and everlaſting ſhame 
Sits mocking in our plumes. 

Conſt. Why all our ranks are broke. 

Daup. O, perdurable ſhame, let's ſtab ourſelves : 
I: theſe the wretches that we play'd at dice for? 
| this the King we ſent to for his ranſom ? 

Ct, Diſorder, that hath ſpoil'd us, friend us now; 
Let us on heaps go offer up our hves. 

Daup. We are enow yet living in the field 
To (mother up the Engliſh in our throngs, 
It any order might be thought upon. 

Guſt, I'll to the throng. 
Let life be ſhort, elle ſhame will be too long. | 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE VI, Azother Part of the Field of Battle. 
Alarm. 


Enter King Henry and his Train. 


N. Henry, Well have we done, thrice valiant coun! 
trymen; 
but all's not done, the French yet keep hs field. 


Enter Exeter, 
Ere, The Duke of York commends him to your 
Majeſty. 
N. ara 3 88 he, good uncle ? thrice within this 
our 
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I ſaw him down; thrice up again, and fighting: 
From helmet to the ſpur all bleeding o'er. 

Exe. In which array, brave ſoldier, doth he lie 
Larding the plain ; and by his bloody fide, 
(Y oke- fellow to his honour-owing wounds) 
The noble Earl of Suffolk alſo lies. 
Suffolk firſt dy'd, and York all haggled over, 
Comes to him where in gore he lay inſteep'd, 
And takes him by the beard, kifles the gaſhes 
That bloodily did yawn upon his face, 
And cries aloud, Tarry, my couſin Suffolk, 
My ſoul ſhall thine keep company to Heay'n : 
Tarry, ſweet ſoul, for mine, then fly a-breaſt 
As in this glorious and well- foughten field 
We kept together in our chivalry. 
U pon theſe words I came and cheer'd him up; 
He ſmil'd me in the face, gave me his hand, 
And with a feeble gripe ſays, Dear my lord, 
Commend my ſervice to my ſovereign ; 
So did he turn, and over Suffolk's neck 
He threw his wounded arm, and kiſt his lips, 
And ſo eſpous'd to death, with blood he leal'd 
A teſtament of noble- ending love. 
The pretty and ſweet manner of it forc'd 
Thoſe waters from me, which I would have Ropp d. 
But I had not fo much of man in me, 
But all my mother came into mine eyes, 
And gave me up to tears. 

K. Henry. I blame you not; 
For 8 this I muſt perforce compound 


With mixtful eyes, or they will iſſue too. 


But, hark! what new alarum is this ſame ? 
The French have reinforc'd their ſcatter'd men : 
Then every ſoldier kill his priſoners. 


Give the word through. | [ March. Exe. 
6CENE 
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SCENE VII. Another Part of the Field. Alarm 


continued, 


Enter Fluellen and Gower. 


Nu. Kill the poys, and the luggage ! *Tis expreflly 

zainſt the law of arms. *Tis as arrant a piece of 
knavery, mark you now, as can be deſired in your 
conſcience now; is it not? 
Gower. *Tis certain, there's not a boy left alive; 
and the cowardly raſcals that ran away from the battle 
ha' done this ſlaughter: beſides they have burn'd or 
carried away all that was in the King's tent, wherefore 
the King moſt worthily hath caus'd ev'ry ſoldier to cut 
js priſoner's throat. O tis a gallant King! 

Hu. I, he was porn at Monmouth, Captain Gower ; 
what call you the town's name where Alexander the Pig 
was born? 

Gow, Alexander the Great. 
Flu, Why I pray you, is not pig, great? the pig, 
orthe great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the mag- 


tle variations. 

Gow, I think Alexander the Great was born in Ma- 
= his father was called Philip of Macedon, as I 

e it. 

Flu, I think it is in Macedon where Alexander is 
porn; I tell you, captain, if you look in the maps 
ot the orld, I warrant that you ſal find in the compa- 
nlons between Macedon and Monmouth, that the 
luations, look you, is both alike. There is a river 
n Macedon, there is alſo a river at Monmouth: it is 
alled Wye at Monmouth, but it is out of my prains 
Wat is the name of the other river; but it is all one, 
eum. as like ag my fingers to my fingers, and there is 
ary of Monmoeuth's life is come after it indifferent 
Fell, for there is figures in all things. Alexander, 
God 


NE 


L 


nanimous, are all one reckonings, fave the phraſe is a 


almons in both. If you mark Alexander's life well, 
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God knows and you know, in his rages, and his furics, 
and his wraths, and his cholers, and his moods, and 
his diſpleaſures, and his indignations ; and alſo being 0 
little intoxicates in his prains, did in his ales and hi; 
angers, look you, kill his beſt friend Clytus. 
Gozo. Our King is not like him in 65 he never 
kill'd any of his friends. 
Flu. K is not well done, mark you now, to take the 
tales out of my mouth, ere it is made and finiſhed, 1 
ſpeak but in figures and compariſons of it ; as Alexan- 
der kill'd his friend Clytus, being in his ales and his 
cups; ſo alſo Harry Monmouth, being in his right 
wits and his good judgements, turn d away the fat 
Knight with the great belly doublet; he was full of 
jeſts and gypes, and knaveries, and mocks : I have 
torgot his name. 
Gozo. Sir John Falſtaff. 
Flu. That is he: I tell you there is good men porn 
at Monmouth. [ Trumpets ſound. 
Gow. Here comes his Majeſty. 
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Houriſb. Enter King Henry, Lords, and Attendants, 


K. Henry. I was not angry ſince I came to France, 
Until this inſtant. Take a trumpet, herald, 
Ride thou unto the horſemen on yon hull : 

If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 
Or void the field : they do offend our fight. 

If they'll do neither, we will come to them, 
And make them ſker away, as ſwift as ſtones 
Enforced from the old Aſſyrian ſlings : 

Go and tell them ſo. [Exit Herald 


Enter Mountjoy. 

Exe. Here comes the herald of the French, u 
Liege. 
Glou. His eyes are humbler than they us'd to be. 
- K. Heil) 


K. Henry. How now, what means their herald ? 
know'ſt thou not, 
That I have fin'd theſe bones of mine for ranſom ? 
'Com'ſt thou again for ranſom ? 
Mount. No, _ King : 
[ come to thee for charitable licence 
That we may wander o'er this bloody field, 
To book our dead, and then to bury them : 
To ſort our nobles from our common men ; 
For many of our Princes (woe the while) 
Lie drown'd and ſoak'd in mercenary blood: 
do do our vulgar drench their peaſant limbs 
In blood of Princes, while their wounded ſteeds 
Fret fet· lock deep in gore, and with wild rage 
Yerk out their armed heels at their dead maſters. 
0 give us leave, great King, 
To view the field in ſafety, and diſpoſe 
Ot their dead bodies. 
K. Henry. I tell thee truly, herald, 
| know not if the day be ours or no, 
for yet a many of your horſemen peer 
and gallop o'er the field. 
Monnt. The day is yours. 
K. Henry. Praiſed be God and not our flrength 
for it: 

What is this caſtle call'd that ſtands hard by ? 

Mount. They call it Agincourt. 
K. Henry. Then call we this the field of Agincourt, 
Fought on the day of Criſpin Criſpianus. 
Flv. Your grandfather of famous memory, an't 
pleaſe your Majeſty, and your great uncle Edward the 
Pack Prince of Wales, as I have read in the chro- 
ucles, fought a moſt prave pattle here in France. 

K. Henry. They did, Fluellen. 8 
Hu. Your Majeſty ſays very true: if your Ma- 
flies is remember'd of it, the Welſhmen did good 


Herd hp 


b, mM) 


) be. tels in their Monmouth caps, which your Majeſty 


Heart: knows 
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rice in a garden where leeks did grow, Wearing 


48 K INS G HENRY V. 


knows to this hour is an honourable padge of ths 
ſervice ; and I do believe your Majeſty takes no ſcor; 
to wear the leek upon St. Tavie's day. | 
K. Henry. I wear it for a memorable honour : 
For Il am Welſh you know, good countryman. 
Flu. All the water in the Wye cannot walh you Ma- 
jeſty's Welſh plood out of your pody, I can tell you 
that: Heav'n pleſs and preſerve it as long as it pleaſcs 
his grace and Majeſty too. 
K. Henry. Thanks, good my countryman. 
Flu. } am your Majeſty's countryman, I care not 
who know it: 1 confeſs it to all the orld, I need not 
to be aſham'd of your Majeſty, praiſed be. Heav'n, ſo 
long as your Majeſty is an honeſt man. 
K. Henry. Heav'n keep me ſo. 
Our herald go with him; 
Bring me juſt notice of the numbers dead, 
On both our parts. {| Exeunt Mountjoy, with Heal. 
Call yonder tellow hither. 
Exe. Soldier, you mult come to the King. 


Enter Williams. 


K. Henry. Soldier, why wear'ſt thou thy glove in thy 
cap? 
Will. 2 pleaſe your Majeſty, 'tis the gage of one 
that I ſhould fight withal, if he be alive. 
K. Henry. An Engliſhman ? 3 
Will. An't pleaſe your Majeſty, a raſcal that iwag- 
ger'd with me, laſt night, who, if alive, and it eve 
be dare to challenge this glove, I have {worn to tak 
him a box o'th' ear; or if I can ſee my glove in Þ» 
cap, which he ſwore, as he was a ſoldier, he wou 
wear, if alive, I would ſtrike it out ſoundly. A 
K. Henry. What think you, Captain Fluellen, 5 
fit the ſoldier keep his oath ? | : 
Flu. He is a craven and a villain elſe, a'nt plea 
your Majeſty, in my conſcience. 
K. Henry 
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K. Henry. It may be his enemy is a gentleman of 
eat ſort, quite from the anſwer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as good a gentleman as the de- 
zil, or Lucifer and Belzebub himſelf, it is neceſſary, 
book your grace, that he keep his vow and his oath. 


K. Henry. Then keep thy vow, firrah, when thou 
meet'ſt the fellow. | 


Mill. So I will, my Liege, as I live. 

K. Henry. Who ſerv'ſt thou under? 

Hill. Under Captain Gower, my Liege. 

not Hu. Gower is a good captain, and is good know- 
not edge and literature in the wars. 

K. Henry. Call him hither to me, ſoldier, 

Mill. Iwill, my Liege. [ Exit. 
K. Henry. Here Fluellen, wear thou this favour for 
me, and ſtick it in thy cap; when Alengon and my- 
ſelf were down together, I pluck'd this glove from his 
helm, if any man challenge this, he is a friend to 
Alengon and an enemy to our perſons ; if thou en- 
counter any fuch, apprehend him if thou doſt love 
me, 

Fu, Your grace does me as great honours as can be 
defi d in the heart of his ſubjects: I would fain ſee 
the man that has but two legs that ſhall find himſelf 
azoriev'd at this glove; that is all: but I would fain 


f one E it once, and pleaſe God of his grace that I might 
e. 


K. Henry. Know'ſt thou Gower? 
Flu. He is my dear friend, and pleaſe you. 
K. Henry. Pray thee go ſeck him and bring him to 


0 * my tent. 
in . Hu. T will fetch him. [ Exit. 
would 


K. Henry. Brother Glo'ſter, 

Follow Fluellen cloſely at the heels, 

The glove which I have given him for a fayour 
10 May haply purchaſe him a box o'th' ear. Me 
p [Exit Glo'ſter 
2 [1s the ſoldier's; 1 by tl ſhould _ W 
Het -& car 


' 
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Wear it myſelf. Follow, good wt Weſtmorland, 
If that the ſoldier ſtrike him, as ] judge 

By his blunt bearing he will keep his word, 

Some ſudden miſchiet may ariſe of it : 

For I do know Fluellen valiant, 


. _— 
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i And touch'd with choler hot as gunpowder, 
* And quickly he'll return an injury. 
i Follow and ſee there be not harm between them. 


_— 


D | | [Exit Weſtmorland, 
14400 Come you with me, uncle of Exeter. (Eren 
1 | | 8 CENE VIII. Another part of the Field. 
1.0008 
| 
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| Enter 3 and Williams. 
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Fil. 1 warrant it is to knight you, Captain. 


Enter Fluellen. 
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Hu. God's will and his pleaſure, Captain, I belcech 
you now come apace to the King: there is more goo 
toward your peradventure, than 1s in your knowledg: 
to dream of. 

Wil. Sir, know you this glove ? 

#4, Know the glove ? I know the glove is aglore 

Mil. I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

[ Strikes hit 

Hu. *Sbud, an arrant traitor as any's in the univer 
ſal world, in France or England. 

Gower. How now, Sir? you villain ! 

Wil. Do you think I'll be forſworn 2 

Flu. Stand away, Captain Gower, I will give treu 
his payment into plows, I warrant you. 

Fil. I am no traitor. 

Fly. That's a lie in thy throat. I charge you in 5 
Majeſty's name apprehend him, he's a friend cf - 
Duke of — 8. 7a 


nner . G1 


nd, 


Enter Glouceſter aud Weſtmorland. 


Clon. How now, how now, what's the matter? 


for it, a moſt contagious treaſon come to light, look 
you, as you ſhall deſire in a ſummer's day. Here is 


his Majeſty. 
land, 


rent. 


Enter King Henry, Bedford, Exeter, and Attendants. 


K. Henry. How now, what's the matter ? 

Fu, My Liege, here is a villain and a traitor, that, 
look your grace, has ſtruck the glove which your Ma- 
jeſty is take out of the helmet of Alengon. 

Wil. My Liege, this was my glove, here is the 
fellow of it; and he that I gave it to in change, pro- 


he did; I met this man with my glove in his cap, 
ind I have been as good as my word. 


eſceh Flv. Your Majeſty hear now, ſaving your Majeſty's 
c £000 WMmanhood, what an arrant, raſcally, beggarly, lowſy 
wledg: rave it is; 1 hope your Majeſty is pear me teſtimo- 


es, and witneſſes, and avouchments, that this is the 
ove of Alengon that your Majeſty is give me, in your 
onſcience now. . 

K. Henry. Give me thy glove, ſoldier ; look, here 
$ the fellow of it; *twas me indeed thou promiſed'ſt 
o ſteixe, and thou haſt given me moſt bitter terms. 


x l0Wts 


hes huh 
Unive 


Fit, if there is any martial law in the world. 
K. Henry. How canſt thou make me ſatisfaction? 


wy any from mine that might offend your 

lyeſty, 

N. Henry. It was ourſelf thou didſt abuſe. 

fi. Your Majeſty came no ike youre; you ap 

ar d to me but as a common man; witneſs the night, 
H 2 | your 


Hu. My lord Glouceſter, here is, praiſed be God 


mis d to wear it in his cap; | promis'd to ſtrike him if 


Vu. An pleaſe your Majeſty, let his neck aniwer 


Wil. All offences, my Lord, come from the heart ; 
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your garments, your lowlineſs ; and what your high, 
neſs ſuffer'd under that ſhape, I beſeech you take i; 
for your fault and not mine; for had you been as! 
took you for, I made no offence ; therefore I beſeech 
your highneſs pardon me. | 
K. Henry. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove with 
crowns, : 
And give it to this fellow. Keep, ſoldier, 
And wear it for an honour in thy cap, 
Till 1 do challenge it. Give him the crowns : 
And captain you muſt needs be friends with him. 
Flu. By this day and this light, the fellow has met- 
tle enough in his body; hold, there] is twelve-pencc 
for you, and I pray you to ſerve Goch and keep you 
out of prawls and prabbles, and quarrels and diffen- 
tions, and I warrant you it is the better for you, 
Mil. J will none of your money. 
_ Flu. It is with a good will; I can tell you it will 
ſerve you to mend your ſhooes; come, wherefore 
| ſhould you be ſo paſhful; your ſhooes is not fo good; 
tis a good filling I warrant you, or I will change it. 


Enter Engliſh Herald, 


K. Henry. Are the dead number'd ? 
[Herald gives a papel. 

What priſoners of good ſort are taken, uncle? 

Exe. Charles Duke of Orleans, nephew to dhe 
King ; 5,8 
John Duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouchiquald : 
Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squixcs, 
Full fifteen hundred, beſides common men. 

K. Henry. This note doth tell me of ten thouſand 

French 

Slain in the field; of Princes in this number, 
And Nobles bearing banners, there lye dead 
One hundred twenty-ſix; added to theſe, 
Of Knights, Eſquires, and gallant gentlemen, 
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Fight thouſand and four hundred ; of the which, 
Five hundred were but yeſterday dubb'd Knights ; 
$ that in theſe ten thouſand they have loſt, | 
There are but ſixteen hundred mercenaries : | 
The reſt are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, *Squires, | 
And gentlemen of blood and quality. 
Here was a royal fellowſhip of death | | 
Where is the number of our Engliſh dead ? 
Exe, Edward w_ Duke of York, the Earl of Suſ- 
folk, 
Sir Richard Ketley, Davy Gam, Eſquire ; 
None elſe of name : and of all other men, 
But five and twenty. 
K. Henry. O Heav'n, thy arm was here! 
And not to us, but to thy arm alone 
Aſcribe we all. 
Come, go we in proceſhon to the village: 
And be it death proclaim'd through our hoſt, 
To boaſt of this, or take that praiſe from God, 
Which 1s his only. 
Nu. Is it not lawful, an pleaſe your Majeſty, to tell 
how many is kilPd ? 
K. Henry. Yes, Captain; but with this acknow- 
edgement, That God fought for us. g 
Hu. Yes, my conſcience, he did us great good. 
K. Henry. Do we all holy rites ; 
The dead with charity enclos'd in clay, 
We will to Calais and to England then, 
Where ne'er from France arrived more happy men. 
| [ Exeunt. 


—— es — 2 


END OF ACT FOURTH. 


— . —— — ͤ — 
3 0 —— 


* 
„ — 


ACT 


r . 
SCENE I. The Engliſh Camp in France, 
Euter Fluellen aud Gower. 


GOWER. 


AY, that's right ; but why wear you your leck 
to-day ? St. David's day is paſt. 

Flu. There is occaſions and cautes why nd where- 
fore in all things; I will tell you as a friend, Captain 
Gower; the ralcally, ſcauld, beggarly, lowſie, prag- 
ging knave Piſtol, which you and yourſelf and all the 
world know to be no petter than a fellow (look you 
now) of no merits ; he is come to me and prings me 
pread and falt, yeſterday, look you, and bid me eat 
my leek ; it was in a place where I could breed no 
contentions with him; but I will be ſo pold as to wear 
it in my cap till I ſee him once again, and then I wi! 
tell him a little piece of my deſires. 


Enter Piſtol. 


Gow. Why here he comes, ſwelling like a turky- 
cock. 12 1 
Flu. Tis no matter for his ſwelling, nor his turk)” 
cocks. God pleſſe you aunchient Piſtol: you fcur'} 
lowſie knave, God pleſſe you. 
Pit. Ha! art thou bedlam ? doſt thou thirſt, baſc 
Trojan, 
To have me fold up Parcas” fatal web? 
Hence, I am qualmiſh at the ſmell of leek. 
Hu. I peſeech you heartily, ſcurvy lowſie knave, at 


my deſires and my requeſts and my petitions, both 
| 00 
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lok you, this leek, becauſe, look you, you do not 
love it, and your affections and your appetites and your 
digeſtions does not agree with it; I would deſire you 
to eat it. 

Piſt. Not for Cadwallader and his goats. 

Hu. There is one goat for you, [ Strikes him. 
Will you be ſo good, ſcald knave, as eat it? 

Pift. Bate Trojan thou ſhalt die. 

Flu. You ſay very true, ſcald knave, when God's 
will is: I will defire you to hve the mean time and eat 
your victuals; come, there is ſawce for it—| Strikes 
lin] You call'd me yeſterday Mountain-Squire, but 
Iwill make you to-day a Squire of low degree. I 
pray you fall to; if you can mock a leek, you can 
eat a leek. 

Gow. Enough, Captain, you have aſtoniſh'd him. 

Flu, I fay I will make him eat ſome part of my leck, 
or I will peat his pate four days and four nights. Pite, 


I pray you, it is good for your green wound and your 
ploody coxcomb. ' | 


Piſt. Muſt I bite? 


ambiguities, 


Piſt. By this leek I will moſt horribly revenge; I eat 
and ſwear | 


Flu. Eat I pray you; will you have ſome more 
lawce to your leek ? there is not enough leek to ſwear 


bo 

Pit. Quiet thy cudgel, thou doſt ſee I eat. 

Hu. Much good do you, ſcald knave, heartily. 
Nay, pray you throw none away, the ſkin is good for 
your proken coxcomb ; when you take occaſion to ſce 
leeks hereafter I pray you mock at em, that's all. 

Pit, Good. | 

Fla, Ay, leeks is good; hold you, there is a groat 
heal your pate. | | 

Pit. Me a groat ? 

Flu, 


Nx. Yes out of doubt and out of queſtions too, and 
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Flu. Yes verily and in truth you ſhall take it, or i 
have another leek in my pocket which you ſhall eat. 
Pit. I take thy groat in earneſt of revenge. 

Flu. If I owe you any thing I will pay you in cud. 
gels, you ſhall be a woodmonger, and buy nothing of 
me but cudgels; God pe wr you and keep you, and 
heal your pate. [ Exit, 

Piſt. All hell ſhall ſtir for this. 

Goto. Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly knave: 
will you mock at an ancient tradition, began upon an 
honourable reſpect, and worn as a memorable trophy of 
predeceaſed valour, and dare not avouch in your deeds 
any of your words? I have ſeen you gleeking and gal- 
ling at this gentleman twice on thrice. You thought, 
becauſe he could not ſpeak Engliſh in the native garb, 
he could not therefore handle an Engliſh cudgel ; you 
find it otherwife, and henceforth let a Welſh correc- 
tion teach you a good Engliſh condition : fare you 
well. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE II. The French Court at Trois, in Cham- 
paigne. 


Euter King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, and other Lord: ; 
meeting the French King, Queen Iſabel, Princeſs Ca- 
tharine, the Duke of Burgundy, and other French 
Lords and Ladies. | 


K. Henry. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we ale 
met : | 

Vnto our brother France, and to our fifter, 

Health and fair time of day; joy and good wiſhes | 

To our moſt fair and princely couſin Catharine ; 

And as a branch and member of this royalty, 

By whom this great aſſembly is contriv'd, 


We 
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we do ſalute you Duke of Burgundy. 

And Princes French and Peers, health to you all. 
Fr. King. Right joyous are we to behold your face, 

Moſt worthy brother England, fairly met, 

So are you Princes Englith, every one. . 
Q. Ia. So happy be the iſſue, brother England, 

Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting, 

Aswe are now glad to behold your eyes: 

Your eyes, which hitherto have born in them 

Againſt the French that met them in their bent, 

The fatal balls of murthering baſiliſks: 

The venom of ſuch looks we fairly hope 

Have loſt their quality, and that this day 

Shall change all griefs and quarrels into love. 
K. Henry. To cry Amen to that, thus we appear. 
Q. Iſa. You Engliſh Princes all, I do falute you. 
Burg. My duty to you both on equal love ; 

Great Kings of France and England. That I've la- 

bour'd 

With all my wits, my pains, and ſtrong endeavours 

To bring your moſt imperial Majeſties 

Unto this bar and royal interview, 

Your mightineſſes on both parts can witneſs. 

vince then my office hath ſo far prevail'd, 

That face to face and royal eye to eye, 

You have congreeted : let it not diſgrace me, 

I! 1 demand before this royal view 

What rub or what impediment there is, 

Why that the naked, poor and mangled peace, 

Vear nurſe of arts, plenties, and joyful births, 

Mould not in this beſt garden of the world 

Our fertile France put up her lovely viſage ? 
K. Henry. If, Duke of Burgundy, you would the 
peace, e 

Which you have cited; you muſt buy that peace 

With full accord to all our juſt demands: 

Vhoſe tenures and. particular effects 

| lou have enſchedul'd briefly in your hands. 


1 Burg. 
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Burg. 20 King hath heard them; to the which 3 
y 
There is no anſwer made. 
K. Henry, Well then ; the peace 
Which you before ſo urg'd, lies in his anſwer, 
Fr. King. I have but with a curſorary eye 
O'er-glanc'd the articles; pleaſeth your grace 
T'appoint ſome of your council preſently 
To fit with us, once more with better heed 
To re- ſurvey them; we will ſuddenly 
Paſs our accept and peremptoty anſwer. 
K. Henry. Brother, we ſhall. Go, uncle Exeter, 
Couſin of Weſtmorland, Bedford, and Glouceſter, 
And take with you free pow'r to ratify, 
Augment, or alter, as your wiſdoms beſt 
Shall ſee advantageable for our dignity, 
And we'll conſign thereto. Will you, fair filter, 
Go with the Princes, or ſtay here with us? 
Q. 1a. Our gracious brother, I will go with then 
Haply a woman's voice may do ſome good, 
When articles too nicely urg'd be ſtood on. 
K. Henry. Yet leave our couſin Catharine here vi 
a: : 
She 1s our capital demand, compris'd 
Within the fore-rank of our articles, 
Q. La. She hath good leave. Leun 


Manent King Henry and Catlarine. 


K. Henry. Fair Catharine, moſt fair, 
Will you vouchſafe to teach a ſoldier terms, 
Such as will enter ata lady's ear, 
And plead his love-ſuit to her gentle heart? . 

| Cath. Your Majeſty ſhall mock at me, | © 

{peak your England. 
: K. Newry. © fair Catharine, if you love 15 oy 
with your French heart, I will be glad to * * 
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confeſs it brokenly with your Engliſh tongue. Do you 
ike me, Kate ? 
| Cath. 1 cannot tell yat 1s like me. 
K. Henry. An angel is like you, Kate, and you are 
ike an angel. | | 
Lady. De tongues of de mans is be full of deceits. 
K. Henry. No faith, Kate, I know no ways to 
mince it in love, but directly to ſay I love you; then 
you urge me further than to ſay, do you in faith? 1 
gear out my ſuit. Give me your anſwer, i' faith do, 
ind ſo clap hands and a bargain ; how fay you, lady? 
Cath. Me underſtand well. 
K. Henry. Marry if you would put me to verſes, 
or to dance for your ſake, Kate, why you undid me; 
If I could win a lady by vaulting into my ſaddle with 
my armour on my back; under the correction of brag- 
ping be it ſpoken, I ſhould quickly leap into «© wite. 
put before Heav'n, Kate, I cannot look greenly nor 
rap out my eloquence, nor have I cunning in proteſ- 
ation ; only downright oaths, which I never uſe till 
"pd, and never break for urging. If thou canſt love 
fellow of this temper, Kate, whoſe face is not worth 
n- burning; that never looks in his glaſs for love of 
ny thing he fees there; let thine eye be thy cook. 1 
lpeak plain ſoldier ; if thou canſt love me for this, 
uke me; if not, to ſay to thee that I ſhall die is true; 
but for thy love, by the Lord, no: yet I love thee too 
And while thou liv'ſt dear Kate, take a fellow of plain 
nd uncoined conſtancy, for a good leg will fall, a 
liright back will ſtoop, a black beard will turn white, 
it agood heart, Kate, is the ſun and the moon; or 
ather the ſun, and not the moon ; for it burns bright 
nd never changes, but keeps his courſe truly. If 
hou would'ſt have ſuch a one, take me; take me, 
uke a ſoldier; take a ſoldier, take a King: and what 
Wt thou then to my love ? 
big it poſſible dat I ſould love de enemy of 
ance 85 
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fair Flower de Luce? How anſwer you, La plus ve 


60 C220 eo nm n 


K. Henry. No, it is not poſſible that you ſhould 
love the enemy of France, Kate ; but in loving me 
you ſhall love the friend of France ; for I love France 
ſo well that I will not part with a village of it: ] wil 
have it all mine : and Kate, when France 1s mine and 
I am yours, then yours 1s France, and you are mine, 
But Kate, doſt thou underſtand thus much Engliſh? 
canſt thou love me? | 

Cath, I cannot tell. 

K. Henry. Can any of your neighbours tell, Kut? 
Come, I know thou loveſt me ; and at night when you 
come into your cloſet, you'll queſtion your gentlews- 
men about me: and I know, Kate, you will to them 
diſpraiſe thoſe parts in me, that you love with your 
heart. If ever thou beelt mine, Kate, (as I have (a 
ving faith within me tells me thou ſhalt) I get thee 
with ſcambling, and thou muſt therefore needs prove 
a good loldier-breeder : ſhall not thou and I between 
St. Dennis and St. George, compound a boy halt 
French, half Engliſh, that ſhall go to Conſtantinople 
and take the Turk by the beard ? ſhall we not, my 


Catharine du monde, mon tres chere & divine deeſſe. 
Cath. Your Majeſtee ave fauſe Frenche enough to 
deceive the moſt ſage damoiſel dat is ex France. 
K. Henry. Now fie upon my falſe French; by mine 
honour in true Engliſh I love thee, Kate; by which 
honour I dare not ſwear thou loveſt me, yet my blood 
begins to flatter me that thou doſt, notwithſtanding the 
poor and untempting effect of my viſage. Now be 
ſhrew my father's ambition, he was thinking of cv! 
wars when he got me; therefore was I created with © 
ſtubborn outſide, with an aſpect of iron, that wh 
come to woo ladies I fright them; but in faith, Pate, 
the elder I wax, the better I ſhall appear. My com- 
fort is, that old age (that ill layer up of beauly) I 
do no more {poil upon my face. Thou haſt me,! 


thou haſt me, at the worlt , and thou ſhalt weil 1 
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# thou wear me, better and better; and therefore tell 
me, moſt fair Catharine, will you have me? Put off 
you maiden bluſhes, avouch the thoughts of your 
keart with the looks of an Empreſs, take me by the 
hand and ſay, Harry of England I am thine ; which 
word thou ſhalt no ſooner bleſs mine ear withal, but I 
will tell thee aloud, England 1s thine, Ireland is thine, 
France is thine, and Henry Plantagenet is thine ; who 
tho! I ſpeak it before his face, if he be not fellow with 
the beſt King, thou ſhalt find the beſt King of good 
fellows. Come, your anſwer in broken muſic ; for 
thy voice is muſic and thy Engliſh broken: therefore 


broken Engliſh, wilt thou have me ? 

Cath. Dat is as it ſhall pleaſe le roy mon pere. 

K. Henry. Nay, it will pleaſe him well, Kate; it 
ſhall pleaſe him, Kate. | 

Cath. Den it ſhall alſo content me. 

K. Henry. Upon that I kiſs you, and I call you my 
Queen. | Kiſſing her.] You have witchcraft in your lips, 


in the tongues of the French council; and they ſhould 
ſooner perſuade Harry of England than a general pe- 
tition of monarchs. Here comes your father. 


Enter the French King and Queen, with French and 
Engliſh Lords. 
: * My royal couſin, teach you our Princeſs Eng- 
ith | 
K. Henry. 1 would have her learn, my fair couſin, 
how perfectly I love her, and that is good Engliſh, 
Burg. Is ſhe apt ? 
K. Henry. Our tongue is rough, and my condition 
not ſmooth ; ſo that having neither the voice nor the 
heart of flattery about me, I cannot ſo conjure up the 
ſpicit of love in her that he will appear in his true like- 
nels. © Shall Kate be my wife ? 
fr. King. So pleaſe you. 


Queen of all, Catharine, break thy mind to me in 


Kate; there is more eloquence in a touch of them than 
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Iſſue to me, that theſe contending kihgdoms 


My lord of Burgundy, we'll take your oath, 
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Met. The King hath granted every article: 
His daughter firſt ; and then in ſequel all, 
According to their firm propoſed nature. 

Fr. King. Take her, fair ſon, and from her bloc 

raiſe up 1 


England and France, whoſe very ſhoars look pale 
With envy of each other's happineſs, 
May ceaſe their hatred; and this dear conjunction 
Plant neighbourhood and Chriſtian- like accord 
In their ſweet breaſts, that never war advance 
His bleeding ſword *twixt England and fair France, 
K. Henry. Now welcome, Kate ; and bear me wit- 
neſs all, 
That here I take her as my Sovereign Queen. 
Prepare we for our marriage ; on which day, 


And all the Peers, for ſurety of our leagues. 

Then ſhall I ſwear to Kate, and you to me, 

And may our oaths well kept and proſp'rous be. 
[ Exennt One. 


THE END, 


